The Sweethearts. # 


A New Comic Song. 
Tune Derry down, 
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SINCE the world is ſo old, and the times are ſo new, 
And ev*fry thing talk*d of, except what is true; 
Amongſt other ſtories my fable may paſs, 
6 Of three or four Sweethearts who courted a Laſs. 
Derry down, &c. 


The firſt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris; 
All faſhion and feather, bien Monſieur poudrie ; 
| He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 


He bow*d, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 
A Dutchman advancid——when the Lady he ſaw, 
He dropped his pipe, and he blubber*d out, Yaw!” 
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With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 
As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak'd out Mynheer. 
From Connaught itſelf, trait another beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Ballinbrough was his name; 
He bow'd to the Laſs, and he ſtar'd at Monſieur, 
Clapp'd band on his ſword, and ſaid, Arrah, my dear 
A neat Engliſh Sailor, in holiday trim, 
7 Who lon fo ved the Laſs, and the Laſs loved him, 
Athwart them he ſtep'd, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 
Squar*d his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers a 
hitch. 


He along fide her fell, and he rap led on board; 
She truck the firſt broadfide of kiſles he pour'd ; 

Then he tow'd her to church — and as to the reſt, 
What afterwards happen'd, is eaſily gueſs'd. 4 
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